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A Word To My Readers 


I am a follower of the Sanatan Dharma, the Eternal Religion that does not 
divide religious and secular knowledge. I studied at the Hindu High School 
located in Triplicane, Chennai, it had celebrated its century shortly before my 
joining. I had wonderful teachers who cared for their wards. They imbibed in 
me the principles of the Sanatan Dharma. Accordingly, I am not rigid in my 
beliefs and faith and have moulded my mind in line with the laid down old 
instructions. I have devoted my life to the study of Science and Philosophy. 

I did my graduation in Science and later studied law. I found my Guru in my 
father, Mehr Lai Soni, famously known as Zia Fatehabadi in the literary 
world. Science and Arts subjects, I learnt from my teachers at school and 
college levels, my father made me proficient in the methods of their study. I 
learnt through him Grammar, Philology, Astrology and Poetry. My readers 
must have noticed that I still commit grammatical errors; that I frequently 
refer to earlier writers and ancient texts; that I know poetry writing and its 
interpretation and that I have already written and published two books on 
Hindu Astrology, two books on Hindu Philosophy, and two collections of my 
poems. 

My father introduced me to the Rig Veda, the Upanishads, the Brahma 
Sutras and the Gita very early in my life and then made me opt for the study 
of Sanskrit as part of my school syllabus. I learnt Urdu from my mother who 
had graduated as a student of the Government College, Lahore; my father 
studied at Forman Christian College, Lahore. Later I learnt Persian from my 
father, mainly to be able to read Omar Khayyam's Persian Rubaiyat. I 
studied law to understand logic in a better way. 

If I am still alive, I will celebrate my birthday on 05/04/2021. I have led 
a decent life, worked hard to achieve many results. I am proud of my wife, 
my son, his wife and son. The exaltation of my Lagna lord, Jupiter in the 8^'^ 
house and the exaltation of Venus in the 4'^'^ house with the Ucchabhilashi 
Sun helped me a great deal. 

Hereat I present the third collection of my English poems. 

Ravinder Kumar Soni, 

C-38, Parwana Enclave, 

Mayur Vihar Phase - 1, 

Delhi - 110091. 




The Watch 


I am old and tired, 

Unable to carry the load of my age, 
The head resting on my shoulder 
Has grown heavy, it stoops. 

My body aches and my vision blurs. 
My friends are all gone 
They will not return. 

There is no one to remind me 
Of the years, I spent. 

My hunger and joy, my love and pain. 
Now remain in the folds of memory. 
Unsorted; 

My mind clouded does not recall. 
Sitting at the edge of a lake 
That mirrors the surrounding world 
I have waited for the ripples to rise. 

I can see one beginning to spread 
I shall not meet such ripples halfway. 
They will not reflect light then. 




The 1st Ripple 


The rose, 

Its petals soft to touch 
And the fragrance, 
Misleads, 

The sharp prickles 
Unnerve. 

Barring the petals 
The dewdrops do not 
Settle elsewhere. 

On the rosebush 
The clouds pour rain 
Tentatively. 

The petals struck by ra 
Are seen scattered 
On the ground. 

When picked 
They become tears 
Flowing from our eyes. 




The 2nd Ripple 


He could have reversed his car, 

Gone back to her house he had passed, 
Without her, his life was dull and sad. 

She did not accept his love. 

His love left nothing for her. 

She wanted to play with her feelings. 

She needed somebody to be with her always. 
And so. 

She had gone in search of the one 
Who could stay with her as her's. 

Look deep into her eyes and read her heart. 
The words she had etched are eloquent 
They do not hide her feelings. 


She did find him on the other side of the Moon. 




The 3rd Ripple 


The boy who climbed uphill 
To meet me 

Did not reach the top on-time, 
Where I sat cross-legged. 

A crowd surrounded me. 

He busied himself 
Sorting out differences 
That with the undifferentiated 
Did not exist, 

That delayed him. 

Yet he came 

Took his seat amongst the wise 
In the discussion 
On the identifiable variables 
That was in full swing. 

Soon he heard someone say - 
The identifiers can go wrong. 

They can misread the obvious. 
Misinterpret and soon forget 
All that they see; 

That is when he remembered me. 
When deep in thoughts 
I was far from the world. 


He remembered 




I had asked him 

Not to ignore the darkness, 

Darkness concealed light; 

He had come seeking the light 
That shone within me. 



The 4th Ripple 


A fire burns vigorously. 

Somebody is indeed curious, 

Wants to know 

When the time will stop in its path, 
Like the ticking clock. 

He daily rewinds. 


For him alone 
Time has stopped. 

Things he knows there are 
Do not move nor leap about. 
All are deadly still. 

Hold their breath. 




The 5th Ripple 


A stranger 

Walked with me up to the waterfront, 

Her face deeply creased. 

They were not worry-lines but 

Marks left by the pain she seemed to have endured. 

I wondered why the pain I endured 
Had left no telltale marks, 

Instead pushed me to the brink 
To end my life. 

The sea was rough and loud. 

Its noise would muffle my fall I thought. 

No one would know who had drowned. 

She saw me remove my shoes. 

Tugging firmly at my left sleeve, she said - 
"Stop! Do not end your life, 

I am here to see you live. 

You have yet to achieve your goals. 

Do not give up! " 

I told her - 

I had given up once I found 

My goals did not differ from the others 

Of the present and the past. 

The repeated achievement of those goals benefitted no one. 
"This is the irony that makes one improvise." 




She said and quietly moved away. 


She knew her intervention had made me think otherwise. 



The 6th Ripple 


He said, 

'Do not blame me 
If you know what I know, 

I did not tell you that; 

You heard the breeze 
Wafting through your room 
Tell the walls.' 

His face 

Reflected neither tension 
Nor excitement. 

It was as though 
He had described a fact. 

Even if the truth is hard to digest, 

I did not believe him. 

How could I? 

My room walls did not repeat 
The words they heard; 

I do not remember what all was said. 
He was the bearer of truth, 

I could not fault him; 

He was I within me. 




The 7th Ripple 


'Your life is simple and straight, 

Keep it that way.' I heard her say; 

She was in the kitchen preparing coffee for me. 
Indeed my life was simple and straight, 

It was innocent and pure. 

Beautiful and true. 

My life reflected my mind 
An uncorrupted undesiring mind. 

Calm and steady. 

That harboured no hate or jealousy 
And no anger. 

I did not fear death. 

Why did she ask me to keep it that way, 

I wonder. 

Perhaps she feared I would rebel. 




The 8th Ripple 


The mango tree in my backyard is old, 

It stands firm and proud; 

Each year I have savoured its delightful fruits 
Often sitting in its shade where the air is cool 
And the breeze flows gently. 

Long ago, this was a mango-grove. 

Part of a Rishi's ashram. 

That Rishi was a fearless thinker who knew 
Pain and suffering are the product of desires. 

And of actions. 

He knew the way to get rid of both. 

The knowledge gained by him lingers in the air. 
Permeates the soil. 

I come here in pursuit of happiness, 

A dull-wit wandering about not knowing 
How to be happy in life; I ask - 
Ts happiness the positive of all negatives? ' 

Tf so, does it blow away anger, hatred and attachment? ' 
I think I should allow my intellect to lead me on 
To find the right answers even though I know 
Intellect is a product of ignorance. 

Then, will I not be the victim of my ignorance? 

A bird tells me - 

I should learn to sift the subtle from the gross 




And mingle with the subtle to experience happiness. 



The 9th Ripple 


No one pays any attention to me, 
Therefore, 

The loudest scream was mine; 

I wanted an immediate hearing. 

Wished my presence be felt strongly 
By the crowd, I was a part. 

There was a hush. 

People bent their necks to locate me. 

And I stood on the podium ready for them. 
To ask or answer questions. 

They saw me and screamed 
As though in fright, 

I sensed their fear. 

They could not speak in my tongue 
And I did not know theirs. 

They raised their fists and asked me to go. 
I kept my anger to myself 
I could not dare raise my voice 
I quietly stared at them. 

Asked them to know me. 

They read me right 
And quit shouting at me. 

I smiled and left the podium. 

People seemed very pleased with me. 




The 10th Ripple 


'Take me home, to yours.' 

Said the dark shadow lurking in the park. 

I also noticed there was a long-endured pain in that resonance. 
I did not know who he or she was; I did not care. 

I had many problems of my own to solve. 

Thinking thus, I turned my back to walk away; 

That was not an easy task for me in any case. 

To ignore the person who sought me. 

Wanted to reside with me in my house. 

I did not leave. 

I stood still and watched the shadowy figure not move. 

Stay hidden and 

Not throw away the cloak of darkness it wore. 

I extended my hand in help 

And heard the following words of caution: - 

'Do not look at me! I am your future.' 

I did not know about a future tagged with pain. 




The 11th Ripple 


Do you see her standing on the balcony, 

Eager and intense she waits for you 
This much she has confided in me; 

You had promised to be with her today. 

Come! Hold her gently and listen to her 
Narrate the tales of love long forgotten 
That had made her love for you unique. 

Do not ask me about the nature of her love, 

I cannot tell you. But, you know 
I am only her friend and not her heart and soul. 

Her love for you, with me she hasn't shared. 

Her sighs I haven't heard nor seen her tears 
Trickledown her cheeks while lost in thought of you. 
She wants to be with you. 




The 12th Ripple 


The plaza was lit up brightly as before, 

It was the weekend and a late evening 
Both I usually avoid; I dislike crowds. 

I do not know what brought me here, 

Maybe the crispy delights of The Tandoor. 

I entered and occupied my favourite place. 
Placed order for the Tandoori Chicken, 

Murg Atish Burra, Fish Tikka and Naans. 

The chef knew me, and the food served 
Took my breath away, I was in Tehran. 

The creaminess, crispness and the spices 
Of the tandoori dishes captured my taste buds. 
Dining alone I could not express my happiness 
That was already writ large on my face. 

I complemented my friend, paid my bill 
And walked into the open, a satisfied man, 

A bit arrogant, nevertheless, very pleased. 




The 13th Ripple 


The tutorial was in progress. 

"The word, Anta, in Vedanta, does not mean - 
'end of the Vedas'. 

Its root Vid means - 'to know'. 

Anta, also, does not mean - 'the end of Knowledge', 

Knowledge is eternal. 

Vedanta is the wisdom of the Vedas, 

The Knowledge of intuition 

Not determined by Time, Space and Causality. 

It gives the knowledge of the Atman as Brahma-vidya. 

The practitioner of Brahma-vidya 
Learns to avoid egoism and delusion. 

Overcomes the flaws of attachment. 

Becomes firm in spirituality. 

Free from lusts. 

Released from duality called pleasures and pains. 

And repairs to the imperishable status 

Having realized the true nature of the Ultimate Truth 

As the knower of Brahman; 

He finds order in the disorder in the mind 

Caused by thoughts and emotions and becomes 

The controller of the process of thinking, the master of thoughts." 

I heard these words told to a group of attentive students. 




The 14th Ripple 


The log at the river's edge is asleep, 

I can sleep like that 
Dead and cold. 

No honeybee or bird will fly over me, 
And, 

No dead leaf will stick to mark my death. 
No one will know 
Only the wind 

Will whistle past informing me 
About the route, it takes 
I cannot walk. 




The 15th Ripple 


Look at me, O mother, 

Look! How dirty I am; 

You left me to play on the street 
And it rained. 

The rain did not wash 
The clothes I wore; 

It did not clean me at all. 

Quickly bathe me now; 

Give me a clean dress to wear; 
Soon my friends will be here, 

I should look good 
My dirt should not stick on them. 
They should feel good 
And happy. 




The 16th Ripple 


Your opponents 
Are annoyed, 

Throw stones at you 
To hurt you. 

Did you ever hurt them 
Do not throw their stones 
Back at them, 

Heal their wounds instead. 
There are flowers 
And the bright colours; 
Smilingly 

Shower these on them. 
Surprise them. 

They too will smile 
And laugh with you. 

As one of you. 


Divergence 


Here and there, 

Strewn are found 
Many a dead soldier, 
Remains of a battle 
Fought to protect 
The rights the living insist. 

Drop by drop. 

The dark rain falls 
Upon the grass and trees 
And a broken wall 
Stands to guard 
New and tender leaves. 

An angry fire 
Blazes on 

To heat the cauldron. 

No one cares, no one dares 

To calm the fire 

To heal the senses singed. 


A Part of My Side of A Phone Conversation 


Murti, I heard you bought a car, 

Is it a new one? 

Oh! It is the new Ciaz, 

An expensive one but a great car, I say. 

Will suit a family of five I must have a ride in it one day. 

Thank you, but I cannot take it out for a drive. 

You know I do not drive; I never learnt to drive a car or a scooter. 

Ha! Ha! Ha! Please do not ask me why. 

Even now, I possess no car, 

I never had the money to buy one. 

I do not require a car. 

Remember about four years ago, in 2016, you and Gopal had 
Almost made me borrow to purchase a City Honda, 

It would have rusted parked outside my house; on my meagre salary 
I could not afford a driver and its running cost. 

Lest I forget, Satya contacted me last evening; he wanted our okay 
For an excursion to Silisehr Lake about four hour's drive from Delhi. 

I am going to join him. What about you? 

You agree to join us then. Good. Give Satya a call, will you? 




And I Am Sad 


Said he, 

The one guarding 
The Gate of Delight - 
'You may enter 
If you are sad.' 

He said so 
Unguardedly. 

I did not know 
Sadness, 

I did not know 
Happiness either, 

I wondered why 
Delight needed a guard. 
What risks could it face? 
Who were its foes? 

Many people 

Had entered the arena 

For a joust with Delight, 

I stood at the gate 
And waited 

For somebody to emerge 
And remove my doubts. 
No one did. 

Delight had devoured 




All visitors. 

There is no one 

To tell me about happiness 

And I am sad, indeed. 



Disbelief 


Each time she said 
I must prove my love to her 
I could only express my love; 
Whenever I told her that, I loved her 
She looked the other way, far away. 
With disbelief writ large upon her face. 
Her eyes were crimson and sore. 

Her hand I held was cold as ice. 

She did not pull her hand away. 

The sparkle in her eyes indicated 
That she still loved and cared for me. 
How am I to prove my love 
When I know not why I love her. 

Why I find her attractive. 

Why she is dear to me. 

She does trust me and 


That trust works. 




Effort Misplaced 


They churned the ocean 
Together 

The Devas and the Asuras. 

May be 

Both were deaf and dumb, 

And loveless too. 

They did not extract 
From the deep waters 
Music and songs. 

They selfishly desired 
Many possessions, 

Did not want to die and 
Extracted sleep from the ocean. 

Sleep is not death. 

Both feared death 

That was here before them 

They knew why. 

Mere existence failed their intents. 
They did not know 

And made us suffer the various pains. 
Off and on. 




Illumination 


Complainingly she said, 

Why is this silence that never was, 

The hills, the dales, the trees and birds. 
Why don't they speak as they did before 
Narrating their tales and humming notes? 
Where are the sounds I always heard 
Breaking the barrier of nascent thoughts 
By weaving, wispy and wispier dreams? 

To her he said. 

Silence and speech they do not differ 
From ear to ear or from page to page. 
Both are the products of active minds. 
Replication of things once seen and felt; 
You speak of the quiet not of quietness 
A tranquil mind can easily discern 
The shifts in the rhythm of rippled air. 




Let Them Sleep 


A gust of wind 

And the windowpane 

Shatters 

The noise awakens 
None 

Fast asleep are the tired 
Battling themselves 

The wind, the glass 
And the noise 
Have no roles 
In their lives 

Why wake them then 
Let them sleep 



The Uncontrived 


Do not close the door 
After you leave my room, 

There are people 
Waiting outside to meet me 
To narrate their tales 
The same way you did; 

I am their elder too. 

Our life's journey is 
An experience of pain and joy 
With no level field around 
Where we can play 
The game of'Hide and Seek', 
Loaded in our favour 
When the blind can see. 

Resilience is the key 
That closes and opens old chests 
To hide the outdatedness and rot 
Which both are incurable 
Dangerous maladies. 

Fear does not cure pain. 

And joy cannot be restrained. 




Light and darkness, 

Ephemeral substances are a pair, 

They do not countermand 
Each other but highlight traits. 

Whereas one leads, the other overwhelms. 
My room receives daylight. 

Darkness remains in the shade. 

The lessons I impart 
Seem difficult to comprehend. 

The easy way sought is difficult 
Seldom not frustrating. 

But the road is crowded. 

The other side is reachable; 

Make a try. 



Two Quatrains 


And finally he rose to address the crowd, 
The tall leader who once strode the earth; 
'My sheep will return', he loudly announced, 
'Prepare for shearing and my vigil ends'. 
- 0 - 


He has sworn to conquer the whole world 
Except for his temper, he cannot control; 
Compassion and love have failed to douse 


The fire that burns deep inside his mind. 
- 0 - 




Vain Hope 


It was me who cried during the night 
Restless, alone in bed, pining for you. 
Promises you make you do not keep. 

The words you coin they do not weigh. 

No one now sings the songs you sang. 

What shall I do if there be none 
To solve the riddle woven by you. 

To sort the mayhem created by you. 

To put out the fire ignited by you. 

And remove the doubts created by you. 

How am I to find your whereabouts 
In the thick of things scattered about. 

In the streets and narrow lanes of thoughts; 
The words I had asked to cover you up 
O Hope, you seem to have torn apart. 




On The Thought Of Death 


The very thought of death 

Does not sadden me at all 

Which event certain to occur 

Will bring me immense relief 

I will no longer suffer pain 

Or be hungry or envious or sad 

Laughter and tears will be meaningless 

Freed from lust and bodily attachments 

And freed from my mind 

I will be relieved of the burden of life 

To bask in neverending light 

Far from sleep 




Proud Peacock 


Disgraced, the peacock retraced its steps. 

Upon seeing his reflection in the pond 
He thought he was the prettiest bird 
With a flowing eye-spotted elaborate train 
And his body covered a brilliant blue; 

He showed off his best whenever it rained 
When he would erect his train tall and wide 
And let out his loud intimidatory call. 

Pride and vanity were his prime faults; 

As the only mount of the God of war 
When needed, he could not lower his train. 
He supported the throne of the Infinite Light, 
And he forgot he was the emanation of God. 
His not elegant feet upset his faith. 
Disgraced, the peacock retraced its steps. 




The End Of A Story 


The ruffians who knock at my door, 

In the dark of the night, 

Are not violators. 

They only disturb my sleep and my neighbours' 

Who the whole day long, do not sleep at all. 

Working on their looms, weaving dreams and nasty tales; 
They should have their rest and nap 
As much as I do. 

The boulder delicately poised on the top of the hill 
Will not tumble down; 

We who live in its shade will soon grow old and die. 

We do not wait for the boulder to roll. 

What if it never falls. 

She is in no hurry. 

She stands beside that piece of rock atop the hill. 

The set of gold bangles adorning her wrist loudly tinkle, 

A song often bursts from her lips words pour out in a rhyth 
And to me, she raises her brow enquiringly. 

She is my muse, 

I see her presence everywhere. 


It is springtime. 




Flowers are in full bloom 
And the air is thick with their heady scent, 
The honeybees happily hover over them 
They know that the flowers are sweet. 

All stories do not end this way. 



Recovery 


And he said - 
'Move away, 

You do not belong here, 

I did not invite you.' 

These words surprised me, 

The only person I blindly trusted 
Rejects me! 

After having travelled together 
On the familiar roads for a very long time 
How can I leave him 
And walk a different path. 

Our goals did not differ. 

I took a deep breath. 

I saw him tense and asked why so? 

He did not utter a word. 

He was frustrated; 

We have travelled a long distance 

Yet there was no sign our journey would end. 

He was aware of dragging me along. 

He forgot 

That our deciding a goal made us work 
Kept us active and determined. 




He could read my mind. 
He drew me close to him. 



Change 


Funny it is though 
To know 

That in the recent past 
There was a time 
When I did not know 
How to count 

Because I did not understand 
Anything I said or heard. 

I was all pure and precious, 
An epitome of innocence 
Cast in the finest gold; 

Hard to believe 

That I was once unspoilt. 

Funny isn't it, 

It had to be me. 




Our Soul 


Often I ask - 

Why do people talk about hurting their own or other souls? 

Why do they speak about the sadness of their souls? 

They forget that 

A small part of the Universal Soul is within each of us 

In all its completeness as the Individual Soul 

And unlike the Mind, it does not feed on human emotions. 

It makes us live. 

A living body is not flesh placed on the bones and a mind. 

No one other than the soul can make it breathe and act. 

Those in the know of truth tell us that 
We laugh, weep or fear due to our mind. 

The soul is fearless; it does not laugh or weep; 

The mind creates a separate identity and individuality for us. 

Not the soul. 

There will always be those who live in the fear of losing their soul. 
However, the soul is not a loosely attached appendage. 

The soul neither gives nor demands anything. 

It remains a witness to the activity of the mind and body 
In which activities it does not participate. 

And I know 

When the soul departs, it leaves the body. 




Death of the body ensues. 

Of course, the soul does not die, 

Depending upon the merits gained 

It either merges with the Universal Soul 

Or finds another body as its home 

To restart the experience of living for that body. 

The individual soul does not share any reward or punishment 
With any person; 

Incorporeal this essential self is devoid of any identity 
It is virtually indescribable. 

This then, in brief, is our soul. 



This Then Is The End 


This then is the end; 

The rivulets have run dry, 

The wind has lost its song, 

The water, its miracle. 

And the fire, its heat. 

Mouths agape. 

Those of faded memories 
Stare at the sky 
That refuses to stay bright. 
Limps back into pithy darkness 
And mocks the suns 
Burning out. 

Hear the silent cries. 

The Moon and the stars 
Have come loose 
To fall from the sky 
Upon the doubtful Earth 
Standing its ground. 

The oceans shove and heave. 
They too will fall off. 

The inevitable 
Cannot be stopped. 

This then is the end; 

Do not weep. 




The Hold 


In the beginning 
A sound lifted from nowhere, 

An unheard sound that no one could hear 
Because there was no one to hear it or identify; 
It soon faded, and all was quiet. 

The darkness continued to rule 
To conceal light and rob the opportunities 
For truth to reveal itself. 

There was a crowd of the undefined 
Present in the margins 
Watching this play, they did not intervene. 
Suddenly an unwitnessed event occurred. 

There was a flash of light. 

It did not light up the hidden things 
That the undefined did not know 
Or dispelled darkness. 

I was not there when this happened. 

Where was God, in any case? 

How could He allow Darkness to retain its hold? 


The learned still ask. 


No One Will Know 


Long ago, there lived Suphya. 

Every creature on earth loved her, so it was said. 

For her unique beauty, melodious voice and magnanimous heart. 
She was gentle, kind and caring. 

She did not make history 

As did Shakuntia, Rukmini and Padmini before her time; 

There was no poem keeping her in mind and 
No tale championing her cause. 

No image of her on paper or stone exists. 

No warrior fought for her hand, no life was lost and 
I remember her because of a one-line reference to her made 
In a note discarded by Master Vidyapati, my teacher at the school. 
No none knows where she lived and died. 

Such is the fate of an anonymous life. 

Generally, people live and die leaving no trace behind. 

This will happen to us too. 

No one will remember us after two generations from now. 

There might not be even a half-line reference to find anywhere. 
Life is unsparing and harsh. 

Our pride remains our weakness. 

A few years hence, no one will ask whether we lived and why. 

No one will know even our names. 




Travelling With Time 


Aboard a ship, I am travelling with Time, 

Noiselessly and unannounced. 

The route is crowded, on it 

Events unfold rapidly to keep me engaged. 

I am an impatient being. 

Born from the union of Fire with Water, 

Dependent on air 
And floating in Space; 

I know not where lies my destination 

And I have travelled a long distance already. 

I have heard whispered 

Time travellers like me have no destination 

They travel only to sink with their ship. 

Where would I sink in the vast emptiness that exists? 
I might not find that place beforehand. 

But I cannot jump from the ship either. 

Can I at the risk of losing me without a trace? 


Eventual 


What wrong have I done? 

I only picked up the plate 
To wipe it clean. 

It is still there lying on the table, 
Place it wherever you will, 

It doesn't bother me. 

You say the dust I removed 
Was very old. 

It had a history of its own; 

But I did not see any face in it, 

I did not see any colour either, 

I only heard voices directing me 
To get rid of the sticking dust. 

Come to think of it! 

If the dust removed by me 
Was historic 
It was important. 

If such a thing remains 
Then the history relied upon 
Is defective, it is as dirty. 

Truth does not roll in the dust. 
So it needs a cleaning up. 




Once cleansed 
It has to be true. 

Amended rules will make 
Some heads roll. 

As of now 

Most of the culprits do not exist, 
Those who spread dust are dead 
Nobody remembers them, 
Forgetting them is 
Condoning them, that 
I do not think is permissible. 



A Soldier's Death 


There will be no grave for me 
No marker either to tell 
Where I fell and died 
In close combat with my foes 
Whose bullets 

Pierced me fatally that I died 
Writhing in pain 
My arms wrapped around 
The stout branch of a fallen tree 
As though seeking support 
I did not see me die 
But I did shed tears 
Worried about my family 
Who will look after them now 
I thought 

Soldiers took my body away 
And cremated it 
Leaving no trace of me 
Maybe I am awarded a medal 
To remember me by 


Insightful Peace 


Chaos in action 
It is in the crowd 
Below my window 
In the street 
To show 

That when surged 

Its wings are alive 

Each in search of the other 

In an effort 

To unite 

And then die 

For 

Death 

Is the calm 

Isn't it 

The insightful peace 
The eternal order derives 
Through upheavals caused 
That everyone wants 
And passionately seeks 




Gentle Breeze 


O Gentle breeze! 

Do not pass me by 
As you would a wind-chime 
Hanging outside my window, 
Touch me as you would 
A florescence to spread its scent; 
My garden will smile again. 
Awaken me from my sleep 
I am game for any trial, 

All trees flower and bear fruit. 
They also provide shade. 

Waft through their leaves 
And do not pass me by, 

O Gentle breeze! 




Sea Of Air 


Air covers me, 

What else do I need? 
Where I live and 
The places I visit, 
They are familiar. 
Known are the people 
And their language. 
No one is a stranger. 
Nothing is strange. 
Abundant are 
Love and riches. 

I live in peace 
In a common world 
At the bottom 


Of a sea of air. 




My Name 


They carved my image 
In black granite 
And gave it a name 
And set it on a pedestal 
Overlooking a plain, 

An old battleground someone said, 

I wondered why. 

I have desired neither fame 
Nor wealth, 

I was a nobody with a small name 
And possessed no brilliance; 

An ordinary man was I. 

I wondered why this ruckus 
A wise man approached me. 

He had a soothing voice. 

He said - 

'Don't you worry, my friend 
People want a new hero 
We will create one 
Out of you.' 

I did not care 

But why did they snatch my name? 
Return my name I cried out aloud. 
Who will know me without my name? 




Peal Of Bells 


'Listen to the peal of the temple bells' 

I said unto myself, 

'The bells do not sound odd, 

There is an underlying graceful beat 
Often missed when taken for granted; 

Try to walk and talk in that rhythm 

And feel the unique pulse 

Of your eager heart beating away excitedly.' 

I did not respond. 

On my table laid were many blank paper sheets 
For me to write the story of my life. 

An ordinary life 

That did not have a beginning. 

That lacked adventure and zest. 

Of what use was the rhythm 
Doled out by the temple bells 
Which did not excite me. 

Did not provoke me to act. 

I did not ask. 




Nagamani 


A strange sound this, the low hiss of a cobra, 

The poisonous unblinking slithering creature 
With a forked tongue. 

That by living beyond a hundred years 
In its mouth carries the perfectly round 
Blue-tinted light-giving powerful Pearl. 

Wherefrom can I get the pleasant sounds 
For my 'Been' to charm this snake 
And hold that Pearl in my hands 
And use its powers. 

I have not used my 'Been' even once. 

And I am to ask the snake to give up its Pearl to me. 

'I will die', said the snake on reading my thoughts 
Why should it die, even I thought. 

What would I gain by wielding the powers of the Pearl, 
By becoming invisible. 

By becoming ultra-light and 
By teleporting myself to strange places? 

I do not need these powers: 

I need to be invisible only if I have something to hide. 
Becoming ultra-light means I will float. 

And not have my feet grounded. 

I shall not seek the Nagamani ever. 




The Smile 


The Smile 
A disarming 
Effortless deed 
Undemanding 
Soft 

Simple but true 
Oozing love 
Brings joy for self 
And strange hearts; 

It spreads unrestrained 
Reaches the eyes 
That soon emanate 
Cheerfulness 
The skin glows 
And heart swells 
Breathing is easier. 

I want 
Such a smile 
To be mine 


Year-round. 




Words 


These are words 
That arouses me, 

They speak. 

Here are words 
That do not, 

I ignore them. 

Silence follows speech. 
In between. 

All words reverberate. 
Their imports intact 
Distances cease. 




I Shall Not Dream Tonight 


I shall not dream tonight, O Sleep! 

Kindly defer my dreams. 

Then, 

Till sunrise least disturbed, I will rest 
There will be no alarms to awaken me 
No suspenseful sights on offer 
I will not conjecture or travel in my dreams. 
O Blissful Sleep! Embrace me. 

Hold me tight in your arms. 

You will not tire of me. 

Stretch or straddle on waking up 
I will feel no strain or pain. 

Guide me home, O Kind Sleep! 




The Making Of A Poet 


Those who think, create poetry, 

They generally think differently; 

On account of their differing beliefs 
There is variation in their creation 
Which the learned invariably admire. 
For they have nothing else to do 
Other than, re-learn why they admire. 

I too believe I am no exception. 

I devote my time to reading poetry 
That makes me surmise and write 
Rhythmic lines that appeal to the ear. 
My readers notice my simplicity 
Already people address me as a poet; 
They embarrass me to no end. 


Take Me Along 


Take me along, O Wind, 
Take me to where you go. 
Beyond all I know and see: 
That beyond is beautiful. 
That beyond is cheerful. 
That beyond is peaceful. 
Take me there, O Wind! 
That is where I want to be 
Close to the song you sing 
And the music you create. 
For too long have I roamed 
The emptiness of my mind. 
For too long have I toed 
The bleak lines of nullity. 
Free me from this O Wind! 
Rid me of my annoyance. 




The Floods 


Did I not tell you? 

In this year's flood 
I lost everything I possessed, 

My money, my watch and my sanity. 
I almost lost the will to live. 

I did not lose you 

'Cause I did not have you with me 

Your love for me held me back. 

What can I do next, except to hide 
My silence in the shadows I create 
Between words, I write and 
In the notes, I sing aloud. 

My now empty house 
It stares back at me. 




Agony 


The nights are dark and cold, 
The fire that keeps me warm, 
It has run out of fuel 
And now does not burn. 
During the coming nights 
Tell me where I should be? 

My lonelihood fires my fears, 
It makes me forget my tears 
With all old faggots burnt. 
Their ashes grey and white 
There is nothing new to hide 
Not even the embers asleep. 

I do not wish to wait 
For the sun to rise again. 

Its light is creeping in 
A new day has just begun 
Will cause me pain and grief 
I will pray my life is brief. 




Heart 


My heart 

In a clockwork manner 
Ticks off time. 

Memories keep it going 

Till it tires out 

In wait of the end of time. 




Old Love 


Afterwards, 

I never felt the old love for you, 

That love had died long ago. 

Our growing up killed it. 

Grown-up 

Without it, we find ourselves 
More enterprising, indeed 
Our love was a needless ploy. 

Even our will 

Could not change its demanding ways 
Of the give and take. 

Of longing and belonging. 

Of possessing each other and 
Of pining for each other when left alone. 

Now that we have outgrown such sentiments 
And trust each other more. 

And enjoy what we do. 

Our aims are better defined and achievable. 
The very feel is different. 

The nights are an open book to us. 




Dare 


Someone has sealed 

The door and windows of my room, 

The gusts of fresh air do not pour in. 
The stale air, collecting indoors, 
Suffocates me, 

Someone has planned to kill me. 

I do not foresee anyone helping me, 

I must break out on my own. 

Abide by my inner voice 

That tells me to break down all barriers 

And not rest till freed. 

All the same, I must breathe fresh air. 




I See Them Move 


They said - 

T need not follow them; 

Whatever they knew they had taught, 

They had no more to give, 

I need not waste my time.' 

I paid no heed. 

They were my old teachers 
Who had opened up my mind 
And I never wanted to lose them: 

No one else would guide me the way they did. 
But lose them I did, 

I outgrew their utility. 

Lest I forgot them, quite often 
I leaf through some of the notes 
They made me take down, 

I see them move in those words 
Their serious looks are intact. 




Their World Is Small 


Their world is small, 

Very small. 

They are not a wee bit confused, 
They know their way; 

Their confidence high. 

It lights up their face. 

They smile, laugh and saunter 
Through crowded thoroughfares 
Easily and fearlessly. 

The children of my street. 

Those I parent. 

Those caring ones 

Widely seen romping about 

Mischievously, 

Breathing freely. 

Unlike the shabby brats 
That remains untamed 


And fear the lash. 


Merger 


Merge with me I heard the soil say 

No merge with me, the air called out aloud 

The waters, the fire and the sky they too joined in 

Wanting me to merge 

I looked askance at the wall facing me 

I almost heard a warning murmured 

Ignore them I thought I heard having said in the lowest of notes 

I could not assume any of these forms 

I could not be the soil for seeds to germinate 

If air, I would not have a fixed abode 

In water, I would drown 

The fire would burn me entire 

Merged with the sky, I would lose my identity 

Only the wall I always doubted, blocked the avenues to these five 

If so it is with me I should merge 

That would be convenient and all-embracing 




The Plight Of A Historian 


He made a mockery of my verve 
I had spent on rewriting history; 

He did not need me he said, 

The teller of untrue tales I was; 

He did not suggest whom to look up to 
For making any amend. 

He did not believe in himself, he found 
The stories I told about him were wrong. 
He did not like the description of him. 
Caught in a vicious bind I am. 

Where am I to go from here. 

Who will tell me now? 




The Probe 


Often I have questioned 
When I had not asked 
To be born 
Why did I take birth? 

To face the fury of the fire 
The floods and the earthquakes 
That do not kill me 
Only give pain 
As though to remind me 
That life is hazardous! 

Since I could not stall my birth 
There are no checks around 
The evil forces stalk me 
Make me suffer miseries 
And do not even let me die 
In peace 

I foresee no respite 
Because of the flow of time 
The elements that make me 
My dreams and thoughts 
Do not belong to me. 




What Are We 


I do not remember the words 
I had used 

To describe you and me: 

Peas of the same pod, did I say? 
Certainly not. 

I had not compared us two, 

We are incomparable; 

You and I are me. 

The words I used emanated 
The truth about us. 

The brilliance 

That lit up the three worlds 
We share equally 
That we made possible 
By merely thinking about them 
Because we are not our alternatives 
People assume; 

We are the one onlookers and 

The participants 

In the ongoing game of life. 

The different sides of the same dice. 




An Engagement 


The ringing of the phone 

Alerted me 

I needed warm water 

That I could touch 

And my finger would not burn 

I have not had my bath 

My skin itched 

Warm water and soap 

Will clean me I suppose 

Soothe the burning sensation too 

Then I would change into 

Fresh kurta pyjama 

And take you, my friend 

To the Bokhara 

Our favourite haunt 

For a grand tandoori feast 

Be ready by 7 o'clock 

I shall reach your place 

In my old car 

For nearly one year 

I haven't conversed with you 

The brief talks we had 

Flardly remembered 

Were over the telephone 




We could now tire out 
While talking 
I am coming 
Do wait for me 



At Death 


Awakened from a deep sleep, 

I see surrounding me many people gathered, 
Their faces familiar but grim. 

Inquiring about my health and well-being. 

Am I about to die, I wondered. 

My pillow was wet and cold, 

I had no strength left to ask for a change. 

I heard someone say, 

'He never talked about his problems. 

He had no worries it seems.' 

Another voice added, 

'He did not owe anything to anyone, 

A lucky fellow indeed.' 

A third voice spoke out, 

'He did not annoy anyone. 

He had no enemies.' 

The fourth added, 

'More fond of listening to others speak. 
Arrogant he was, he avoided arguments.' 

I heard yet another voice say, 

'I almost fell for him but for, his piercing eyes.' 
I could die in peace, I thought. 

Such was their love for me. 




I Cannot Forget 


I cannot forget 

That one evening whilst standing on the pier 

I watched fishermen sail towards the setting sun 

For their tryst with the darkening sea 

With two birds of prey following them 

And I saw the boiling sea 

Swallow the fading sunlight. 

I cannot forget 

The sound and the fury of the storm 

That suddenly arose soon after nightfall 

And struck our shore angrily awakening me 

As though holding me to fault 

For the departure of the fishermen in their boats 

Are they safe, would they return, worried me? 

I cannot forget 

The safe return of the fishermen and the two birds 

With the catch, I received them with their friends and family 

I was a fisherman once I could gauge their happiness 

They were smiling and teasing each other 

I stood aside and let them unload the boats 

They had forgotten about the storm and its fury. 




A Forgotten Page 


Often history does not present the truth; 

Take the case of a scary sound 
That no one would describe as musical, 

It was there lingering in the bushes, 

Crudely described 

It was the sound that even I had forgotten existed. 

The harsh, screechy, tearing, loud blast heard 
When of its own a dead tree breaks and falls; 

It is the cry of the earth skinned alive. 

Now the times have changed 
The trees are not left to die. 

Sawed through but not allowed to snap; 

The earth nestles the dead tree stubs 
For the termites to feed on. 

For the earth, there is no pain but only sorrow and rents. 
This part of life I did not find in history books. 




Indifference 


I found her standing on the Ellis Bridge 

Across the Sabarmati 

She had promised she would be there 

Once the Poets' weekly meet was over 

The meets she usually avoids 

Deciphering verses was a difficult task for her 

Understanding poets the more she says 

I do not recite my poems in her presence 

Because I do not want to lose her 

Because she inspires me 

It is to her I address my poems she ignores 

I wish I had developed her kind of indifference 

Towards all pleasant things 

Towards all things I liked 

Her indifference is like the one the river has 


Towards its banks 




For The Taste Of Truth 


Come, man, come 

What kinda khichadi you have cooked today 
Without rice, dal, onions and salt 

And you have served it in a plate, given me an empty plate 

What do you take me for - a big fool 

An idiot, a dunce and what not 

O man, you should take care of me 

I have been had by your words neck to toes 

By my scruff lift me up 

You cannot puncture me with your sharp claws 

Look at yourself in the mirror 

You seem to have tasted the lamb stew I cooked 

I made you feel glad. No 

This is how you treat a jigri dost 

Learn it now, learn it fast 

All depends on how you speak and what you taste 




Modification 


'Father! Tell me. Am I made of clay?' 

'Yes, my dear, you are.' 

'But water runs off my arms and legs 
It does not wash the clay, 

Of what kind is the clay I am made of?' 

The child persisted. 

His father caught in the trap of his own making. 

Kept quiet; 

Now and then, he gazed at the sky. 

How could he tell the child? 

By clay is meant the elements that make up the world. 
By clay, the material cause is referred to. 

He said - 

'My dear son, the clay you are made of is so fine 
That it is invisible to you and me. 

It does not fall off while you bathe.' 

The child believed these words. 

He did not yet know he was a modification of himself. 




My Mynah 


Opposite my window 

Stands a large tree, old and many-branched, 

On these branches come to roost 
Birds of many kinds; 

Amongst them was a mynah I befriended. 

I taught her to speak English, 

Just a few simple words that were 
Not enough to know her mind. 

On her part, using her third eye, I suppose. 

She could read my mind and loved me. 

She thought I planned to make her write 
English sonnets. 

She was elated. 

For days I sat at the window 
Making small talk with her 
Trying to teach her to compose verses 
In rhyme and rhythm. 

One day she did not turn up 

I have not seen her for more than three weeks now 
And do not expect to see her again. 

She was an aggressive lady who could kill 
Or be killed, being possessive about her roost. 

I am going to miss her. 

While tutoring her, I wrote poems 
That grace these pages. 




The Mind Never Stays Still 


The mind never stays still, 

All the time 

It wavers between several extremes. 

We do not know yet 

Why was such a mind gifted to us? 

Anything else could do, 

A big stone would have sufficed. 

It would have anchored us for good. 

Not allowed us to wander about. 

No thoughts would have bothered us then 
Or caused mental unrest. 

We could rest at will and taste peace. 

Tell me 

Big or small a stone is a lifeless object. 

It cannot pick itself up 
Or remove the dust gathered on it. 

It cannot provide a living being 
Any comfort because of its inertness. 

It cannot share our plight. 

Also, stones do not have memories. 

Won't we still need our mind 


To use the stones. 




The Games We Play 


'Do not play games with me.' 

We heard him shout. 

But he always liked to play games with us. 

'You will lose me 

And crash like the nine pins.' 

We heard him say. 

Why is this aversion now; 

To his amusement 

Did we not payback in the same coin, 

Was he ever serious, ever considerate then? 
No, he was not. 

That our friend was growing out of childhood 
To become an adult was obvious. 

Weren't we too? 

Do we not tease have our fun? 

He forgot we were maturing at the same pace. 
Nurturing same desires and aims; 

He cannot be any different from us. 

We are a team 

As a team, we must perform specified works. 
He cannot escape he is our nose; 

Let us remind him he is the detector 
He cannot go to sleep. 




Chance 


Not if you agree 

And return the card 

Dealt with you 

The Ace of Hearts 

It should compel you 

To ready the cavalry 

Let the riders glint their sabres, 

Polish their boots and 

Brush their hats 

Wax their moustaches 

But where are the riders 

Where are your foes 

I don't see any 

Return the card 

It hasn't won any heart. 




In My Heart Forever 


I am 

Sitting in the balcony 
Thinking about you 
My cup of tea 
It has gone cold 
The biscuits stale 
The sunshine hides 
Behind thick clouds 
Loneliness haunts 
There is no one else 
In the balcony but me 
You had left me 
Forgotten me long ago 
My love gone waste 
I was ashamed 
That I hid behind doors 
In the cupboards 
I couldn't show my face 
But there is no one 
To replace you 
There can never be 
It is drizzling 
Soon the balcony 
Will get wet 




I must move indoors 
Can I call out your name 
Live with you ensconced 
In my heart forever. 



The Moon And Me 


Why not invite the Moon to visit me, 

Have a close look at me, 

Notice things I haven't in my mirror. 

For long hours I have stood at the door. 
At the windows, gazing at the Moon, 

A total stranger it seems to me. 

What attracts me to it I do not know. 

Is the Moon attracted by me. 

Does it understand me? 

I would like to know. 

I will never know. 

Even after I am dead and gone 

The Moon will continue to hang in the sky 

And shine as brightly as before. 

It will have no memories of me. 

It will soon find another me gazing at it 
And writing melancholy poems 
Of failed love and life 
The way I do. 




When In Love 


She said - 

'Do away with all your emotions, 
Drain them with tears or anger; 
Come to me with a clean heart 
I shall fill it with your love for me 
That is pure and simple. 

I shall make you gaze at me 
To find the beauty I hide 
In my tresses, underneath my skin 
In my voice and my eyes. 

My sole wealth. 

I shall teach you to be in love 
And how to make love to me, 

I know you, 

I do not doubt your sincerity 
Why be shy?' 

I had just expressed my love. 
Imperfectly though. 

Now, 

I took a step forward 
To hold her hands. 




The Bind 


My heart binds me. 

Within it is lit up the flame 
That makes me long for life 
And live with an identity, 

Perform works and share credits. 
Without that link 
I would not know who I am, 
What must I do and why? 

Be it as it is, my heart is not me; 
My heart can rebel. 

It can be sad or happy. 

Angry or annoyed. 

I can only stand and watch 
Its antics 

From atop a bare rock 
That cannot be covered. 




My Reflection And I 


I cannot be ever you. 

I cannot behave like you, 

Move and laugh like you. 

You are unlikely to change 
But I cannot change me for you, 

I cannot be what I see 
In the mirror 
When I am alone, 

A daft figure that looks back at me. 

You say you are alone 

That you can never be 

Because as always 

You will have me facing you. 

There is a heady scent 

Floating in the air 

My nostrils twitch 

But the same will not reach you; 

And then 

There are my dreams 
You cannot enjoy. 

Rest my friend rest easy 
If you have memories 
That can hold you back. 


A Ghazal in free verse 


Nothing matters more than your words I attentively listen 
Full of meaning and soothing to the ear they are, my friend. 

If I had not possessed a body, I would have surely missed 
All things created and operating this world for very long. 

The emotions I battle with they affect my life rudely shake me 
I would not have known happiness and pain but for my body. 

My body is not me, a person in the crowd confided truthfully 
Then which part of me is I will somebody tell me here and now. 

Does Darkness descend or ascend or ever spread unevenly? No. 
It exists and stays the same all the time until dispersed by light. 

O, Ravi, the train to catch has come and gone, you've missed it; 
The platform on which you stand will not support now, leave it. 




Witnessing A Storm 


'Wait for the storm to subside, 

It will, 

Be patient. 

It will not harm you.' 

My well-wisher said. 

He had accompanied me 

To face the storm coming from the east. 

We were wet and cold 

While standing at the Marina Beach 

And watching the storm roll out its fury. 

It was my first experience of a raging storm; 

It lost steam only in the wee hours. 

A coffee-vendor was already there 
on the sea-front with his wares. 

We preferred to return to our lodgings. 

I felt the sea storms looked more beautiful 
When painted by Rembrandt or Ivan Aivazovsky 
Or Joseph Mallord William Turner or Thomas Moran. 
Here it all seemed very loud grey and wet to me. 

As though the sea had forgotten to invite me. 
Sitting in the room sipping coffee I decided, 

I should not wait for any storm again. 


Deathbed 


He was on his deathbed, 

So I heard 

After donating all he had; 

In the corner of his room 
That pile still stands untouched. 

He had no material possessions 

So he had gathered his unfulfilled desires 

And longings in a pile. 

Who would want them? 

He never thought. 

I knew 

He was fearless. 

He had even tried to intrude 
My dreams 

To steal riches, he said. 

I had allowed him to steal my hopes 
And aspirations; 

Because of them 
On his deathbed now 


He will not cheat Death. 




The Pain 


'Rub in the salt,' he says, 

'In his open bleeding wounds. 

Let his wounds fester. 

Let him suffer the hellish pain. 

In the manner, he made me do 
The way he made me suffer 
By burning my skin bit by bit.' 

These words were too harsh 
For me to act upon. 

My friend was no doubt in pain. 

Terrible pain. 

He wanted his tormentor to suffer 
The similar kind of pain. 

Was my friend a sadist, I wondered; 

He certainly seemed to enjoy his pain. 

His tormentor by inflicting pain on him 
Merely followed instructions of the superiors. 
They had a personal axe to grind. 

I did not assure my friend, 

I did not console him. 

I knew 

Thinking about pain is equally painful. 
Instead, I waited for his pain to subside. 




Rain Clouds 


Thick dark clouds 
Gathered overhead 
Will give us rain. 

Once more, 

Gloom will lift and 
Happiness will reign; 
The earth will cool, 

The flowers will bloom. 
Rabbits will romp about 
On the wet grass. 

Then will be heard 
The sweet lilt 
Of a flute played 
Faraway; 

Love will be in the air 
Again. 

O Clouds! Do not roar. 


Give us rain. 




In A Name 


Select a name for you, you say! 

We will. 

We shall have to look-up 

The long list we possess 

And find the name more appropriate, 

But we do not know you that well. 

Do we? 

Let us firstly enquire. 

Are you truthful? 

Are you honest? 

Are you faithful? 

Are you brave? 

If you are, you can be called, Arjuna 
Or Inderjeet 

If you possess the finest of intellects 
Should we name you Krishna, 
Keshava, Madhava, Sankara 
Or Siddhartha. 

We are doing the unthinkable. 

We have given you a choice. 

Do not delay. 

Grab it then. 

Place your finger on the word 
We shall address you by that name. 




Ignorance 


Ignorant he was. 

He thought he knew the All, 

And he told no one 

Because he had not seen the All, 

This fact was killing him. 

He knew those who knew It, 

Were never restless. 

Somehow he was. 

He now doubted whether he knew it at all. 
For he had not seen It. 

He did not complain. 

In his own belief, he lost faith 
And refused to acknowledge 
The existence of the All. 

He forgot he was its small part. 




Catching The Light 


Catch the daylight in a basket I did 
It simply poured out in a stream 
Everything it touched burned and burnt 
Dimmed my vision and made me blind. 

Catch the moonlight in a thimble 
Just a little of it to remember by, 

My inner darkness stands dispelled 
The outer one can remain as it were. 

Catch the starlight in my right palm 
Stay it will a second and then vanish 
Carrying with it all those dreams 
I had fondly nurtured during my life. 

Catch the stray light in my right eye 
It will find for itself a fixed abode, 

And I will be able to see the Beyond, 
That continues to elude my life from life. 




In Appreciation 


The taste buds, my friends, 
They yearn for spicy food; 
Those dishes attain fame 
Whose good taste lingers 
Up to the next bright dawn. 

The Pulao exudes an aroma 
Typical of the ingredients used 
And the method of preparation, 
I prefer the Dum Pukht variety. 
The meat is light and tender. 

I am not a fussy guy, but 
I do appreciate good food. 

The effort and love involved 
In its preparations is worthy 
Of mention in a sweet song. 


Share With Me 


Come share with me your secrets, 

We may find better ways to hide them 
In places not yet known to anyone. 

Dark secrets we shall keep in places 
That is darker still, 

They will be the secrets 
Impossible to reveal. 

Come share with me your thoughts, 

I am eager to know your mind. 

I am your other I, 

You need not conceal anything from me. 
Your thoughts cannot be the secrets to hide. 
No one can keep them bound. 

Not in any dark nook or cranny. 

Come share with me your eagerness, 

I shall be as eager 

To reach the other shore of the deep sea. 

We shall remain friends and not cavil. 

Put in place our directionless desires. 

Lest they become our flimsy dreams 
And bother us to no end. 




Come share with me your anxiety, 

I know something is bothering you a great deal. 
Trust me; solve your problems 
By applying the mind and studying the situation; 
Tell me about your problems, 

I will help you solve them, do not panic. 

Your worry-lines are very deep. 

Come share with me your expectations. 

You have measured the path of your life 
It is not so very different from others' 

There are numerous ifs and buts 
Respect them; prioritize them. 

Each expectation has its twist and shade 
We cannot change the course of fate. 



Eternal Bonds 


We are to renew our ties, they say. 

In what way, can I ask? 

It is a long while that we sat, side by side. 
Atop the tor hand in hand. 

Without uttering a word 
And gazed below at the lush green dale. 
Where even now can be seen our love 
Happily inciting 

Birds and butterflies to make love. 

Do such ties ever get stale? 

Where is the need to renew our bonds. 
The eternal bonds of 
Never-ending love and trust. 




My Mistakes 


I was on a train to Chennai; 

I opened the window and threw it out, 

At once, it vanished from my sight. 

My failures bundled up tightly. 

I thought they were precious 

But I hardly learnt anything from my mistakes 

That was weighing heavy on my chest; 

I do not wish to recount them now. 

My school teachers of Hindu High School 
At Chennai awakened me many years ago 
I am off to feel their presence 
In the rooms, they stood and taught. 

In the corridors where I greeted them 
And in the staff-room where they enjoyed 
Their snuff or paan. 

I did not want to carry 
The bundle of mistakes to my school 
Lest they prove, they are contagious 
And spread. 




When We Parted 


What was it I said 
When we parted 

With you standing at your doorstep 
And I on the outside 
I must have said something funny 
That made you laugh 
And laugh you certainly did 
While waving goodbye to me 
And I looked back at you 
At your open soft red lips 
Gleaming teeth and dimpled cheeks 
You appeared more beautiful 
And I knew I loved you the more 
But 

Tell me 

What was it I said 

When we parted last 

Other than, we shall meet again 




A Trace Of You 


Where is the memory of you 
That is hard to find 
In the darkness surrounding 
You and me; 

Believe me, 

I have toiled all day and night. 

True, you do not hide from me 
And I am always seen by you; 

I know where you are 
But do not recollect our ties. 

Tell me 

Why are you with me 
To remind me of you 
To help me unwind maybe. 

Do I not know 

The memory of you cannot be anywhere 
Other than in my mind. 

In my mind, you score a blank 
I seem to have forgotten your face. 

If so 

Why do I address this poem to you? 
There is, a trace of you I carry 
That is dear to me. 




Magic 


Magic moves the air 
Now and then; 

It is 

The magic of words 
That is soft and quiet 
And 

The magic of deeds, 
True and direct, 

Only in my dreams 
That survive the nights. 
Far away from the sun. 
Capped 

In coloured glass bottles 
Buried in the sand 
Besides 

A deep blue lake. 




Death 


I saw you stealthily enter my room, 

O Death and stand before me. 

I was glad you came 

But you turned your back on me 

Ere, I could greet you. 

I had waited eagerly for your embrace 
You denied me that pleasure, 

Nor did you hold me tight 
To free me from this world of rot and pa 
You left me to suffer the pangs of life. 
You were cruel O Death! 

I thought my wait was over. 

If people say, I narrowly escaped 

From your clutches 

They are wrong and horrible. 




Should I Not Tell 


Should I not tell the world 
What I think about you, 

How much I care about you 
And love you. 

Should I not tell the world 

I find you beautiful, attractive and 

Immensely loveable 

And that you exist only for me. 

Should I not tell the world 
That is what you were for me 
When we got acquainted 
And fell in love fifty years ago. 

And should I not tell the world 
We have never lived apart. 

We are still together 

And watch the sun, rise and set. 




Never Occurred To Me 


Whichever subject I choose to open 

He says it is already there in the book he has; 

The book of experience, to be specific. 

I thought that book must be a huge one, 

How come he handles it with ease? 

T carry it within me,' he said offhand, 

'Printed on my genes. I have a copy of it. 

In each part of me.' 

This fact never occurred to me. 




The Indecisive 


The lone bench in my backyard, 

Painted green and white, 

I had purchased in a sale long ago. 

It has served me well. 

When it does not rain in the evening 
I sit there inspired, sipping tea undisturbed. 

And write poems. 

So it is even now but today. 

There is a group of indecisive parakeet. 
Conversing. 

I do not know what they are talking about 
And I am unable to think and write. 

Let me ask these birds to imagine on my behalf. 
Situations only they know about 
Their love and hate. 

Acceptance and rejection. 

Success and despair. 

Thinking thus I came awake and approached. 
The birds took to flight out of fear of me. 

Deeply disappointed I retraced my steps. 

Sat on the bench with my notebook in hand 
And nothing else to write home about. 




The Hero 


And then 

What began as a play 
Ended abruptly; 

Things unfolded and repacked 
Pushed to the sideline 
Had their last nails hammered in, 
Criticism was at its peak; 

People stood on toes 
To watch me pass by, 

A lonely figure 
Running away from life 
On a sodden track 
Called the pathway to life. 

Wetted through tears. 




Who Calls Me 


'Who calls me?' 

There was the shuffling of feet 
Just below my open window, 

I looked out the night was still young, 

I could not make out who stood and called. 

He needed me, 

I must attend to him, I thought. 

I went downstairs to open the door 
He stopped me, did not let me open the door. 
'You need not know who I am, 

I am here to help cool your overworked mind. 
You have been writing too many 
So-called poems that hardly anyone reads 
Or notices. 

Don't do this. Apply your mind elsewhere. 

Spare the members of the PoemHunter fraternity 
They are a tortured lot.' 

I kept quiet. 

I knew it was time for me to give up writing. 

I closed the door to my mind. 




After The Storm 


Rest your mind, 

Allow the storm to ease, 

You would notice 

Its fury lingers 

In the silent wind and water. 

Once that dissipates 
The wind will carry sweet notes. 
Water a welcome warmth 
And laughter will return 
To resound everywhere. 

Again 

Romance will be in the air; 
Squatting on the shore 
I shall pen songs of love 
Never heard before. 

Be patient, my friend! 

No storm lasts forever 

Except for the one 

That rages in our perturbed minds. 

That we cannot douse 

Not knowing what we seek or see. 




None else but the bold went abroad 
Across the seas and strange lands, 
Found new flora, fauna, and people 
Of peculiar variety, colour and gait. 

They fully mapped our world for us. 
There is no place now, unknown to us. 
This Earth is our only home and hope 
Let us not spoil its sacredness. 



When In Love@ 


I say I like you 
And you ask me why 
I know not how to justify 
The emotions I harbour 
Because of you 
Which overflow 
The more I love 
The more I do 
Raise the hope 
Of being with you 
Till our hearts 
Together cease to beat 
And Time that is our 
Ceases its run 
With me cradling you 
In my arms 
Close to my chest 
Feeling your warmth 
And wanting to touch 
Your radiant face 
Your eyes and lips 
With my kiss 
What else or more 
Can I say to you 




Tension 


Must you scold me off and on 
I have done no wrong, committed no crime 
Nor ever stopped loving you 
Nor shirked away due to the fear of you 
Coming to boil on my account. 

I am very, very fond of you. 

A strain is telling upon your physique 
Hang on to me with all your might 
You will not fall; your legs are weak. 

Pull up your strength, pull up I say 
You have a longish fight ahead 
You will be standing next to me. 




Impending Death 


The pigs in the sty, 

Poor creatures, 

They stare at me with vacant eyes 
There is no pain, no fear of death in them 
And no prayer for mercy that I can hear. 
Resigned to their fate they seem to be 
Unaware of death, these souls are. 

I know, one day, I have to die 
But the thought of death troubles me. 
When would I die I need to know. 

Of what kind of death I do not know. 
Would it be sudden, would it be smooth 
Or would it be after thick, painful bouts 
I can only dare a guess. 




Aftermath 


My nerves are raw 
My mind is a jumble 
Made my hands tremble 
I cannot hold on to anything 
Or lift anything for long 
Why do I suffer this plight? 

I was comfortable 
Seeking alms door to door 
Had I not begged for a boon 
That gave me all I wanted 
Even things I did not need 
I undid myself 
It was my greed 
That unnerved me 
Unsteadied my mind 
And made my hands tremble 
That shook me apart 
Dimmed my eyes 
That I cannot see 
Bright maybe the light. 


I Seek Him 


My friend, present everywhere, 
Supports me, I seek him now 
As my talisman, my protector. 

How am I to find him for me? 

I could pray as many others do, 

I could coax the way I alone can. 

It seems he needs me as much 
The twinkle in his eyes tells me; 

It binds me to him 'n' he to me. 

The storm that rages within me 
Will soon subside, I shall wait 
For him, to reveal his true self. 

Words that are written or said 
Do not speak of their own will; 
They initiate speech in our mind. 

Words and speech is the friend 
I speak of, manifestations of sound 
That quietly roams within me. 




Alone He Never Could Be 


A loner he never could be 
For, he was never alone. 

All trees, flowers, fruits and the rolling grass 
Growing in abundance belonged to him. 

The air, the rain, the heat and the cold. 

The Sun, the Moon and the twinkling stars. 

The rivers, the deep seas and the high mountains 
And the sky. 

The muted roars and stifled cries. 

These were for him and with him always. 

Also, his feelings, his thoughts, emotions and dreams. 
The books and talks were there with him. 

Indeed, his world was a crowded place. 

Where alone he never could be. 




A Passage Of Life 


There was a time when 

Rats roamed freely in my house 

They had plenty to eat 

Nibbled at all things 

Ate the cockroaches and other insects 

Tore open the stored grain bags 

And their noisy families grew manifolds 

And then as it so happened 

The supply of food dwindled 

The grain bags not replaced 

The crowds of rats grew thin 

And then vanished 

Once more 

The nasty cockroaches and the like 
Were seen freely moving in my house 




Where Is He 


Where is he where is God? 

I again ask, 

Where is God who created me? 

Show me that God who is not visible to me, 

Who probably does not know me. 

And I am told, he exists. 

I have cried aloud and cried myself hoarse 
And nobody has paid any heed to my pleas. 

No one has taken me to him 

Nor gave me directions to reach him. 

How long can I keep believing 

In something said to exist but does not exist. 

If God truly exists where does he hide, why does he hide. 
He would not have made me seek him. 

Where is the need for him to hide from me? 

What is the proof he created this world and me? 

By merely believing he created me and the world. 

It does not prove his existence. 

That I breathe and move about purposefully 
Also does not prove his existence. 

The belief that he is everywhere 




It does not prove his existence. 

Then, 

Why do we chase him? 

We chase him to conquer our fears, is it. 

To make him a pawn 

On whom we can blame our failures and incompetence. 
If so, we are unfair we need to be corrected. 

I believe 

Such a God made out by us does not exist. 



Hesitate 


So I have heard said 
A hundred times 
'May God be with you.' 

'May God protect you.' 

And as many times 
I have looked over my shoulders 
To locate him, 

I have found no one, 

Not even seen 
A faint haze. 

And so I ought to be told 
There is no one accompanying me 
Or protecting me 
That alone I am at each step 
Of life, I journey. 

Why hesitate in stating the truth? 




Effect 


It was only the beginning. 

I fumbled with the keys 
And could not open the door 
That if left open, 

Would have separated me 
From my present and past 
And take me to the Beyond, 

Past the tomorrows 

That seemed familiar and tried. 

I was in a fix and 
Didn't know what to do. 

It seemed I was stuck deep 
In the mire of Time 
I still am. 

The sequence of the keys. 

They are lost, and 
Time progresses ever so slowly. 
That I doubt my memory. 
Acumen and resources. 

I have been unable to obliterate 
The written or mute the spoken 
Even though I still hold the keys 
That I could not use. 

I could not rewrite my future. 




I could not change the course of Time, 
Or history, 

The changes I found were beyond me. 



Hardship 


My world lies torn 
Like any old over-worn fabric 
That has many holes in it 
And splayed threads 
Rotten and evil-smelling. 

Can anyone repair my world? 

I have my doubts, 

Everything seems damaged. 

No one can repair my world, 

How did I allow this to happen? 

I deserve a severe reprimand. 

Who will punish me and how? 

Why not roast me alive 
I will not squirm or scream 
I will watch fire destroy me. 

I want the same fire to rebuild 
My world once again. 

It has done so in the past. 

My recast and changing world 
Should promote truth and goodness. 




strange Couple 


'Anxious I am 
To know 

To whom do I belong?' 

Asked the exhaled breath 
Damp, warm and smelly, 

'I am always thrown out.' 

'Not to me.' 

Said the inhaled breath 
Cool, fresh and fragrant. 

As the two crossed path 
A little distance away from the nose. 
'I do not notice any difference 
Between you two and therefore. 

You must belong to me,' 

Said the meddling nose. 

Upon hearing these words 

The two breaths collided 

As only pockets of air can 

The difference was quite obvious 

They did not lean towards each other 

Because only one of the two 

Could feed and fan the fire. 

The inhaled breath. 

Soon to be exhaled. 


The Silence 


There was silence 
The silence of Death 
No footfall 

Not an innocent scraping 
Could be heard 
All life was dead 
So it seemed 
The gathered crowd 
Come to experience it 
Stood still 

No grimace on the face 
No shaking of heads either 
All was quiet 

Even the sound of the sea 
Was dead 
The wind flowed 
Ever so gently that 
The leaves did not rustle 
Out of fear the river 
Ran silently 

Then was abruptly heard 
The sizzle of the burning sun 
Lowered into the sea 
The spell was broken 




And darkness descended 
As though to cover this deed 
I heard someone laugh 
And a child giggle 
A door close and another open 



The Helpless 


There is a tag tied to my wrist, 

It reads written in blue Rs. l/= only, 

The lowest possible price. 

The selling price. 

I sell very cheaply in the market 
But no one has so far paid that rupee to buy me. 
I am laughed at by those who read my poems 
And my other books. 

'See, how low you have sunk.' 

Thus I am jeered 

By the crowd of know-alls and the do-alls. 

They are all wise men 

For which reason, they do not carry price tags. 
They do not write poems. 

They do not publish any book. 




The Clash 


He wants to meet me, 

The person wearing the bluejacket 
And a black tie; sipping Turkish coffee; 

He was inquiring about my name, 

Bring him to me, I said. 

He did not come, he never came; 

He expected nothing from me. 

He knew I could give him nothing. 

I had acquired higher knowledge, 

I had the experience that could benefit him; 

He wanted none of these. 

He wanted to own my brain. 

I called him again to meet me, and he came. 

I gave my brain to him, and he was happy. 

That his brain would clash with mine 
He did not know 
And when it did. 

His brain riddled with greed. 

His infirm body. 

His thoughts and emotions, gone awry, revolted. 

He sought refuge in my brain. 

My brain could not function in the absence of his body. 
And so lost all its power. 

He knew he too was lost. 




He asked my brain to return to me; 

Simultaneously the revolt within him ended. 

He reverted to sipping the delightful Turkish coffee. 



In A Fit Of Madness 


A kind of madness grips me 
I am unable to choose, offer or reject 
The moments that are rapidly flying by 
I am unable to chase 
Instead 

I feel like stretching on the floor 

Extend all my limbs taut and then roll into a ball 

I have to master this spring action 

I want to be the watch spring that shows 

The passage of time and lets me read the moments 

That is rapidly flying by, and I need not give a chase 

The Moon spots exist 
Why do they exist no one knows 
A scrubber used to erase them would clean 
The surface of the Moon to get a better shine 
Or use the heat of the sun to burn the dark spots 
Once more, I am required to choose 
I cannot decide because I am out of my mind 
Roaming in space unchecked 

I have yet to sip the tea I prepared 

With ginger and honey 

To ease my breathing and clear my lungs 




Perhaps you do not know 
I can be lightly mad or mad 
But not wholly mad 
I am that clever you know 



My Face 


The mirror on the wall 
Shows a face that stares at me 
As though probing me 
By its acute eye-sight 
All the while aping me, 

It needs me 

To express itself intimately. 

The only drawback is 

While it reveals it does not speak, 

It has no voice of its own. 

I ask 

Why then the probe of me 
People identify me by that face 
They do not know me by that face 
I cannot hide my face. 




Why Waste Words 


Why waste words, 

Like, 

When in love 

Where is the need to say 

'I love you.' 

Or 

'I cannot do without you.' 
Or 

'Make me yours forever.' 
There is no need 
To waste these words. 
These messages are clear 
To be taken for granted 
By people deeply in love. 
Why not 
Try this out 

And make it the only way. 




Peace 


Take me home, 

My friend, do take me home, 

I have lost my way. 

Fumble or tumble 
I cannot reach my home 
That I left two days ago 
In search of peace, 

I have spent a horrid time 
After losing my way. 

I beg of you 

Please do not blame me 
Or my insight, 

I lost my way because I had 
Never walked on these roads before 
And I got stranded. 

The enjoyment of peace 
Now seems beyond me. 

My reaching home guarantees 
No peace of mind; 

More perturbed I would be. 

So, my friend 
On the way back home 
Play some music 
To ease my mind. 




Three Coins To Spend 


Three coins are all I have to spend 

I shall spend one coin 

On familiarizing with my surroundings 

I had stepped into, for instance 

By buying treats for the kids playing in the park; 

From them, I will learn who is who 

And who is where; at that age and inquisitive mind 

Children do not take sides and stay honest. 

I shall use one coin to buy for my self 
A place to live in peace and survey the world. 

To purchase food and clothes. 

And other essentials I need for my survival. 

The coins I hold are priceless. 

The third coin I shall use to buy 
Myself out of the mire I have sunk into 
Following my foray in the world of the living. 

There is no worse place to be in. 

What I am or could be is of no relevance. 

Flad I the fourth coin 

I would have paved the way to the Beyond 
With bricks of gold and planted jasmine, rose 
And sandalwood on each side. 

The fifth coin I would have used 

To find the place and sit in Space amidst the stars 




Face to face opposite the Sun 
And shine as brilliantly forever. 



A Cremation 


Yes, 

I did not pick up my phone 
When my friend from Bengaluru 
Rang me up thrice in two days 
I wanted him to know 
I wasn't alive anymore 
Why did I choose to play 
This bluff on him I must tell you 
Things are not like the way 
They always appear 
During the past several months 
I have demanded to be dead 
I want to see me cremated 
Add more wood to the pyre 
My prayers have gone unheard 
Fallen on deaf ears 
I want to see the last spark 
Rise skywards carrying me 
That I can never see 

When I have no eyes and the mind to match 

My friend will now pronounce me dead 

And set in motion 

The process of my cremation 

Standing aside I shall see the last spark rise 




Carrying my might and will skywards 
But not me 



At The Marine Drive 


'Care for a walk down the Marine Drive!' 

I boldly asked, and you said, 

'Why not?' 

We left the car and took to the broad seaside way 
To begin our casual stroll. 

Nowadays, I use a walking stick. 

The sea-breeze blowing in 

Made the evening for us very pleasant; 

The sea wasn't rough 

And there was the music of the waves afloat. 

With it, romance was in the air. 

I remember, 

I was blown back several decades 

To the time I just stepped out of my teens. 

Often I had watched you spend time 
At the Gateway with your family. 

And listened to the tinkle of your laughter 
Which made my day. 

I did not know you then, not even your name; 

I merely looked at you and wanted you to be mine. 
Today when I sought your hand, held it in my palm, 
I felt you tense and then relax. 

We had never walked hand in hand 
On the Marine Drive, ever before. 

A new experience for both should we say. 




My Father In Me 


My father left me 
I had no guide 
I lost all things 
Including my will 
And urge to learn 
Anew the words 
That meant a lot 
A world to me 
I could not read 
I could not write 
I could not think 
I could not sleep 
My mind was like 
Fully erased 
I had no reason 
To think and act 
And no guilt 
One day my son 
Sat close to me 
Fie said he saw 
My father in me 
And wanted me 
To emulate him 
These words dispelled 




The grief I had 

Due to my father's demise 



A Glimpse Of Kolkata 


In Kolkata, I stay in Alipore, 

It is an old colonial-style residence my grandfather built, 

The house is spacious, and well looked after by Ajit Dey on whom 
I depend; Ajit did not take the day off for me. 

I was alone when I took the Raja Santosh Road route for Kalighat, 

I knew Anjan would be there for the Devi Archana and Darshana. 
Then, we would go to Rasbehari Avenue, 

For some shopping, and to blend with the crowd. 

Kolkata is a crowded place. It is a very crowded place. 

That draws you in and is never enough. It breathes politics. 

I have no interest in politics. 

And avoid discussing politics of any region. 

Almost sixty years ago, I had lost my classmate. 

Amitava died at the door of his house in Santoshpur brutally stabbed 
In the staircase in the full view of his parents. 

He was the only child of the Bhattacharya family that included 
Two married brothers of his father. 

I found Anjan waiting for me 

To our chagrin, the crowd that held our attention 

Gave us no freedom to do any shopping. 

We dropped the idea and took a taxi 




To Park Street for dinner at the Barbeque Nation 

And there relished our beer and the delightful grilled non-veg platter; 

It was past midnight when I went to sleep. 

Kolkata wakes up as early as all big cities do. 

The city noise that takes off gently soon becomes a roar, 

People pour out into the streets and roads, 

Either walk or cram into different vehicles; 

Everyone seems programmed with a place to reach. 

I have to reach Govind Sarkar Lane in Bow Bazar area. 

By 3.30 P.M. and before that, visit The National Library. 

I knew Kolkata as the UBI City, 

The city of United Bank Of India, 

That was the pride of Bengal and the North East. 

United Bank of India merged with Punjab National Bank no longer exists. 
Kolkata is changing, India is changing. 

Only you and I will not change. 

Our cribbing and spats continue. 

And the world is kept amused. 



Whither Death 


Death must be a pleasant respite from life, 

Otherwise, why would I pray for it demandingly? 

It must also be very precious and not an easy fare. 
Otherwise, why would I write poems on death 
And yet not die? 

My Guru told me 

That after the Atman leaves the body 
The gross and the subtle also depart 
And the body becomes senseless. 

How long must I wait for the Atman to leave my body? 
The wait is tortuous, most painful. 

The slightest exertion makes me gasp for breath. 

My sleep is too often disturbed by unpleasant thoughts. 
The lack of oxygen in the blood makes me hallucinate. 

I know, for the dead there is no grief or pain. 

Why must I suffer more to get rid of my pain? 

Can I prioritise pain? 

Can I elect to offload mental pain first? 

Who is to decide? 

To whom can I say- 
Do not test my limit, 

I can no longer tolerate pain; 

I think I should stop speculating about death 
Only then will I die. 




To Kill Time 


You made me laugh years go 
When we were young and had no care 
But plenty of time to kill, 

We had nothing else to do 
Except for play and laze; 

From you, I learnt what idleness meant 
And how to be lazy. 

It was this learning that made me 
Laugh aloud and writhe in pain; 

I have not forgotten those moments. 
And now, when I am old 
I have had all the time in the world 
To do what I liked 
But did nothing 

Out of the fear of being called selfish 
Because I have learnt to value time 
To make it purpose-oriented and staid. 
Such a time does not suit me. 

I cannot retain my jovial nature 
And so did not laugh like before 
When you, my friend, eagerly enquired. 
How I killed time. 




A Ghazal 


These days the spring in my walk is not there, 

Missing too is my willingness to venture outdoors; 

A strange lethargy has set in. 

I have no desire to exert but to sit outside the door, 

And quietly watch people move about engaged in work; 

What else can I do without affecting others? 

No purpose would it serve if I were to recall those days when I 
Ran a mile race under five and reclined on the green grass 
Only to sip a glass full of lemonade. 

No purpose would serve if I were to tell that I am ageing rapidly. 
My systems are failing, and I know no way to keep a check. 

My body and mind will slowly deteriorate. 

Am I supposed to see my body decay? Why should I watch? 

Why wasn't I forewarned? Someone has to take the blame. 

This omission affects me. 

I shall not rejoice in the knowledge of being freed from Death; 

I have never feared Death only because it stalks me all the time. 
Who will guarantee I will not be reborn? 




Past The Fence 


Hold Time as the culprit blocking you 
Off and on, causing evil to raise its head, 
Untruth to fan the fire 
Of doubts and misgivings, the roadblocks. 
And the pain and flow of tears. 

Check your breath and feel your way. 

Time does not halt to change its pace. 

It goes on and on undeterred. 

For it, human feelings do not count. 
Gather the tools you have kept aside 
Their need is now when all is still. 

The earth will heave a sigh of relief. 




The Soul 


Nobody can lose, 

Find or please the soul, 
Hide or torture it 
Or trade the soul 
With anything 
That is different 
Or like it. 

It is not a commodity 
But the emptiness 
That resides in 
The innermost cavity 
Of the living heart 
Or as some say. 

The innermost core 
Of the sedate mind 
Or the concealed nature 
Of an understanding mind 
Felt as one 
Throughout the body 
Everywhere 
As the cause of 


Yours and mine. 




Do Not Hide 


Your smile 
That makes my life 
Sunny and bright, 

Do not hide. 

The smile that 
Rings cheer and joy 
In my world, 

Do not hide. 

The same smile 
That gives you beauty 
And makes me smile. 


Do not hide. 




My Dilemma 


The entire night I lay awake in my bed; 

You never left me alone not even 
To gaze into the moonless, cloudless night. 

And, 

My phone did not ring; at least I could have 
Poured my heart out to someone I knew; 

It was not to be. 

And then. 

There was your curse that people would forget me. 
Never remembered again by anyone. 

Imagine, who would not want to remember me. 

How could anyone forget me, 

I could not make out. 

As it is, 

I write good poems in the best possible English, 

That on occasions pleased even you. 

And when you were pleased, 

I had asked the sea-breeze not to take away your smile. 
You said a smile on your lips makes you look prettier. 
But I want a smile to light up your face all the time; 

You will appear, more beautiful in all my dreams. 

For me, to want you evermore. 




The Kind Of God 


Any belief of mine cannot live long, 

More than I do, 

It will surely die with me. 

I believe I am God's other image. 

Not seen before, that is 

Alive and liberal with no need to hide. 

Who is a fool and plays the fool 

Lovingly and caringly keeping everyone happy. 

People will not like me playing God thus. 

They cannot see me spread happiness. 

Of the kind, they know. 

They want to see me behave like them, 

A victim who is in pain, begging for relief; 

I cannot, and why should I. 

If I must 

I cannot play the God who possesses yet does not give. 
Who cannot be seen, kind and happy. 




Silence 


Torture me by the silence 
That is outside me 
If you must 

I cannot endure my inner silence 
Mystical and painful 
How should I ignore 
I must not talk about it. 




Welts 


Do not be scared, 

Hold my hand, 

I shall guide you through 
The fearsome maze 
Of unfulfilled desires. 

Do not let go of me. 

Alone facing your desires. 

You will have no choice. 

They will not convert. 

Not as your wants and needs. 

Do not be rude, 

I am your only friend, 

I am the reasons 
You cannot ignore; 

Your sole will. 




A Mother's Tale 


When I was a child, I heard this tale from my mother. 
Very long ago, there lived a boy named Raju, 

Who was careless and wicked. 

One day 

At the pond, wherein he daily bathed. 

He saw a person throw a packet. 

That quickly sank after a loud splash. 

'What have you thrown?' Raju asked, 

'The evil that was with me,' came the reply. 

No one else was nearby. 

And the packet contained eighty gold coins. 

These Raju took to the main temple. 

And gave one each to the beggars lined up at its gate. 

Leaving one to himself 

That coin he decided not to spend. 

The beggars who had not seen so much wealth 
With the other 79 coins initiated a buying spree. 




A cascading effect. 

There was more money in the village market, 

And the neo-rich purchased things they did not need 
And even stopped begging, it seemed as though 
The haves had rested their tools to spite the have-nots. 
Who did not deserve to have what the haves possessed. 
Even today, people blame Raju for the evil he had let loose. 

I still wonder what made my mother narrate this tale. 



Valued Dreams 


'Be stern', he shouted, 'Hold on to your dreams'; 

'Preserve them', he later added a little pensively. 

'What for?' I asked, 'I cannot store them in my memory.' 
Would that not change the course of my thoughts? 

My friend was struggling to find a way out for me. 

And I was merely working on my dreams. 

To make them memorable and exciting for me; 

He did not know I had always failed to revive my dreams. 

Dreams are difficult to handle. 

I know dreams reflect our pent-up emotions and desires. 

If I hold on to my dreams, I will not let go of my desires. 
They will continue to poke, pester and depress me; 

Good dreams will make me want more, the bad, add fears. 

Are dreams replaceable, they certainly are, the old ones. 
Are soon forgotten, often they are unwittingly erased. 

To ease and refresh the mind. 




Basant 


I just overheard someone repeat, 

'Basant is here.' 

Do I see any sign of Spring? 

Flowers are yet to bloom, 

The lush-green mustard fields are not topped, with yellow colou 
I do not hear the buzz of the bees, 

Bhangra dhols are silent. 

Birds are silent 

The preparations for the Saraswati Pooja 
Have not commenced and 
Romance is not in the air. 

The advent of Spring season heralds the harvesting of crops. 
And its beginning is celebrated with songs and music. 

And many happy hours spent swaying on the swings. 

Laughter can be heard, resounding from each leaf and flower. 
Where are the people who each year welcomed Spring 
The latest pandemic must have killed them. 

The rest who survived mention Spring in whispers only. 

And conceal its every sign; 

But the yellow colour cannot hide from view for very long. 




Pleasing Mist 


These words are yours, 

You wrote them on 
Each leaf and surface 
With a gold-tipped pen, 

To make them more truthful. 
Forceful and believable. 

Ever so more radiant 
Your repeated expressions of love 
Meant only for me 
I accept they belong to me 
As a pleasing mist in the eyes 
That never fades or dies. 


Friendly Moon 


O Moon, my reliable friend, 

To you I turn when I am alone and tired. 

You cause the games we see the night plays with us. 

You from the sky and I while standing on the earth. 
Please do not tell me 

They are for you to lose your gloss and verve 

And for me to strain my weary eyes 

That wait for your ultimate descent to where who knows. 

During the night, you do not sleep, my friend. 

During the day you hide from me; 

At the moment when the day and night meet 
You seem far more lonely than I can ever be. 

If nothing else, the thought of you occupies me. 

O Moon, Stay with me. 




What Would You Do 


I am the embodied happiness, 

A bundle of 

Unrestrained smiles and laughter; 

No one can resist me 
The beloved of all. 

I am asked not to venture outside, 

Or peep from my window, 

I cannot hail or befriend anyone. 

Never before have I been so humiliated. 
My life is threatened they say; 

Who would take my life to ruin his own. 
What would be his life without me. 

What would the world do without me? 
Think of it all those who need me 
What would you do? 




Food For Death 


Walking lost in the thoughts of tomorrow 
I followed the aroma that rose from the kitchen, 

My nose led me to the dining hall. 

For a brief moment, I forgot I was swiftly moving 
Towards a restaurant in Kanchipuram. 

There I found the tables laid out in two rows 

Some with freshly washed Banana leaves and I was hungry. 

Down south, food served on banana leaves is healthier. 

Spoons and forks, these are not used to eat food. 

I had my fill of curd rice with methi sambhar and tomato rasam, avial etc. 
Added to it was a glass of buttermilk. 

I am fond of this fare if it is not too spicy. 

You have heard stories told about my love for food 
I beg of you; do not make fun of me, do not say I live only for food. 

Why should I hide my craving for food? 

After partaking a few morsels, do we not find food satisfying? 

Do we not all work for and survive on food? 

Are we not ourselves the food for Death? 

Is not Flunger the only truth? 

Is not Hunger verily Death? 




The Photographs 


A big roll of film 
Quickly unwound 
Is feeding my mind 
With pictures 
Thousands of pictures. 

I have seen them all, 

Once, twice and many times 
I do not know. 

The screen 

In the back of my mind 
Displays them continually. 
Some in clear, smooth lines 
And others shaded or defused. 
Why? I do not know. 

These are not dreams though 
That tease me no end 
That I do not need them 
These are recorded memories 
Part of my learning. 

They are my experiences. 
Close and linked with me. 

Try I may. 

Some of them, 

I am not able to read. 


About Tall Persons 


I am not a tall person 
About six feet I guess 
My son and grandson 
They are more than six 
They tower over me 
They expose the real me 
They make me look small. 

Oh! The effort I put in 
To carve out a new me 
Uplift me to the highest 
That people call me tall; 
Handsome of course I am 
My wife said so describing me 
To the local police who had 
Come asking for me; 

I had called 
My P.M. a pucca loafer 
He often loafs about abroad. 
Where I am concerned 
She does not lie. 

If the police pinch me 
Make me stand beside Modiji, 
They would make him look small, 
With the Indian police present, 




You can expect 

Anything to happen, anytime. 



Assessment 


A little mynah at my window's ledge 
Looked at me and the outside world, 
Wanted to know who could be fair, 

Me or someone mixed in the crowd 
Baying aloud- 

'Give me more','Give me more.' 

The little bird who could read my mind 
Could sing like me 

The happy and many an unhappy song. 
It did not ask for more from me. 

To deal with the loneliness, it found 
After its mate had flown away. 

She was left behind. 

Sad and pensive. 

Who was fair, it forgot to ask. 




Take Me Away 


You have failed me again, 

I had asked, you did not come, 

I had full faith in you 
I relied on you. 

Wait a minute 

Did you forget my request? 

I do not think so. 

The world spins as before 
Makes the winds blow. 

Could it be you ignored my request? 

I have my doubt, 

I see you rise in the East fully ablaze. 
As though angrily. 

Oh yes, come off it 

You thought I would burn near you. 

But you already know what I am, 

I am not even a shadow. 

Not even a stray thought. 

Yet you created me to play with, 

A wispy toy no one else would touch. 
Since I have no role to play 
I asked you to come 
To take me away with you. 




Alone In The Wilderness 


O Mother, where have you gone 
Leaving me alone in the wilderness, 

In this world 

Dominated by hunger and greed. 

By anger and strife. 

By fear and hate. 

By nicks and pains 
By Life and Death; 

I do not need these things 
Cause of pain and suffering. 

Save me O Mother, take me with you. 
To where you are. 

Hold me close and firm. 

Please do not leave me again. 



Loving You 


Beautiful are your eyes lined with kohl, 

These precious jewels hide in them 

The long and short shadows of many dreams. 

You have not forgotten them, I suppose, 

I figure in all those dreams. 

The dreams that did not allow you to sleep in peace. 
Made you long for me. 

I have explored and given you immense pleasure. 
That made you cry for more. 

When I brought you back to earth. 

You cannot forget me, I know. 

You cannot avoid having more of me. 

But whether you love me or not, I cannot tell. 

Till I probe your heart and mind 
And know you feel for me. 

You would not reflect me in your eyes. 

Unless you cared for me; 

Your love for me I realize when I see in your eyes. 
Myself wanting to touch you 
On your invite; 

What else can be more explicit? 




Requiem 


At the stroke of half-past five, 

As the day dawned 
And I watched, 

The Night retraced its step. 
Allowed the daylight to spread. 
Removed offending darkness. 
Awakened sleeping life. 

Reignited action and hunger 
And revived hopes and dreams; 
The least it could do 
Before it shifted gradually 
To the other side of the boat 
Carrying us across the starlit sky 
To where we had started 
To study and undress the past. 




Guilty Crow 


The crow 

That stole a pearl, 
In the dark 
Of the night 
Has lost its way, 
Far from home 
It cries aloud - 
T fear my end 
Show me the way.' 




Advent Of Rain 


Suddenly 

The spout had run dry. 

'Do not shed tears 
They would not wet 
The ground I stand on,' 
Said the acacia tree 
Sharpening its thorns 
Branches rubbing another; 
A rare rush of wind 
Had brushed its sides 
It can wait for the rains 
To fall on the arid soil. 

A drop and then two 
Have fallen from above 
The rains are here; 

The grass and plants 
Will sprout new leaves 
Nature will smile with us; 
There will be music and 
Love in the air again, 
Forgotten will be 
The harsh weather 


The bitter stares 




And angry looks. 



My City 


My city of different noises disturbs, 

The metal bench in the park on which I sit 
To gather my wits, also loudly rings. 

As though it is the anvil struck by a hammer. 

The truant air mischievously vacillates. 

The sense of direction lost, in its confused state. 
It aimlessly wanders and embraces me. 

In concealed nooks and crevices but until when? 

There are the risen steps leading to a door. 

What lies beyond we must find and explore. 

My city hides its secrets in strange ways. 

In open spaces, in full view of its residents. 

Maybe the curbs are in place, the city stands. 
With its nuances seen, read and understood. 

Its streets are the same, its corners unchanged. 
It heaves 'n' haws breathes and pants as before. 




The Little Dog 


The little dog, the street urchins play with, 

Now has a rope around its slender neck. 

It is the maltreatment of the worst kind. 

The very sight of it made me angry. 

The dog not understanding its significance. 
Plays with the loose end of the rope often. 
Getting entangled pulling the noose tight 
Letting out loud yelps each time it choked. 
Bring out the sharpest blade to cut the rope. 
Free the wretch; the dog looked up tenderly. 
Thought otherwise and ran as fast he could 
He did not want to die by the sharp blade. 

That flashed in our hands before his eyes; 

He knew about death more closely than we do. 




Light In A Dungeon 


Someone in the room smiled 
There was the flash of light 
Thereafter it was as before 
Dark and gloomy. 

Who did smile? 

A firefly. 

Why? 



Talks 


Our talks could wait, 

Strange is the place we meet 
As much as we are; 

Let us know the place 
And each other first 
Before any exchange of words 
That may sound stranger still. 




The Find 


I shall hold your hands tight 
And never leave you alone, 

I cannot afford to lose us both. 
I had given up myself lost, 
When I found you 
In the pithy darkness 
That surrounds me. 




My Silence 


Standing on the bridge 
Across the Sabarmati 
I have found in that river 
Something more precious 
Than silvery pearls, 

I have found my unshed tears, 
Still wet and sparkling. 

These had slipped 

From my fingers somehow 

Each time I broke my silence. 




The Little Mice 


The lone little mice 
Locked in the cage, 

A bungling fool 
Or a victim of deceit, 
Whichever he be 
Is quiet. 

He has lost the will. 
To be free. 

He will soon die. 




At The Other End 


She said receiving me at her doorsteps, 

'You were to reach here two days ago where did you hide?' 

She was grossly mistaken. 

I left Delhi only last evening 

For the overnight journey by the Rajdhani Express to Mumbai. 

The train was punctual as usual. 

Why should I clarify her doubt 

She had been busy reading my recently published novel, 

She knew I had arrived. 

She had superimposed the main character of the novel upon me; 

That of a simple small-town school teacher 
Still trying to find his way in the wicked world. 

Romantically inclined she is, she was already in love with the school teacher. 
Real things work this way, with no twist or turn; 

Truth is easy to understand than untruth. 

I loved her she could be an old student of mine. 


Who knows? 




Building Blocks 


He should have picked up the sticks 
Strewn on the muddy floor, 

Now they are no longer his, 

A lifetime has gone by 
Since he dropped them. 

One day, he will surely regret losing those sticks 
Which are the building blocks of his world to be. 
They are the links and valencies. 




Her Eyes 


Her gazelle eyes, 

Lowered, 

Are as thoughtful as 
The darkest of nights. 

Deep as the limitless Space; 
They must not lose their sparkle. 
They should not grow weary. 
They cannot be full of sleep 
Over the ruthless 
Passage of time. 


The Place In The East 


To the place in the East 

Where the Sun arises, I shall proceed, 

I should know how he does that, 

I already know why - 
To create and give light. 

I am at the edge of my world. 

And blinded by the Sun; 

Because of its brilliance 
I am unable to see the Sun, 

That does not rise. 




Fright 


'Frightened of me, you say! Why? 

I have no intentions to harm you. 

You have come to see me at my invitation, 
Enjoy your stay with me.' 

I held his hands to assure him. 

Why would anyone fear me, I wondered. 
Blame the words that spread fast perhaps 
And the tongues that wag. 

Someone must have spoken ill of me. 

As the Company's CEO, I had said, 

I will not tolerate indiscipline. 

It is a statement of fact. 

That has scared the mischievous minds. 


So be it. 




strong Intends 


For very long, 

There is a doubt that has lingered in my mind; 

Could I have ever been someone other than I am, 

If so what could I have been if not on fire 
Eager to achieve my intended goals and succeed 
Till the time I said enough is enough, I must now rest. 
Please do not put me down with your twisted sneer. 
Do not cause others to laugh at me. 

Sharper than all edges and rims 
Strong like the cutter steel 
I am as serious as I can ever be. 

More serious than you can want to be. 




The Past 


The past has a beginning but no end, 

Without it, there is no present and no future. 
No memories and no existence; 

It is our experience of time 
That we tend to preserve so that 
We remember what we see, do and relish 
From time to time. 

Something, we could not avoid. 




A Survival 


It could have been me who survived 
The Mongol onslaught; 

Believe you me I do not remember 
That bloody event, 

When it is said 

My countrymen put to the sword, 

Dead bodies piled up and the butchers 
Danced on the wild rhythms of death; 

I learnt about this event four years later 
By which time I had mellowed rooting for revenge. 

As on date, six hundred twenty-two years have passed. 
Since Timur caused de-population of Delhi, 

I was one of the many scribes to face his wrath. 

Badly wounded I escaped death; 

I was a gifted young calligraphist then. 

A bhishti had revived and repaired me. 

And now after many rebirths, 

I am at the site I could have died; 

But the place does not look familiar. 

The people have also changed. 

Their language is different. 

Moreover, I saw the dusk slowly fade. 

Into nights 

That have no tales to tell. 




Promise 


Kind is my heart 
It remembers you 
And flutters. 

It cannot forget 
True love and talks 
It originates. 

So long as it beats 
I will stay alive to weave 
New dreams. 

No fear arrests, 

No pain can chain 
My throbbing heart 
That is beating away. 




My Prayer On Diwali 


Be kind 
O Bright Dipa 

Light up my dark world too 
I want to celebrate with you 
The festival of light 
And that cannot be 
Until you 

Illuminate my path 
Remove my ignorance 
Fill me with knowledge, 

The dearest wealth 
And hone my intellect; 

Then be rest assured, 

There will be no darkness. 
Within me and without 
Allow me to bask 
In your auspiciousness 
O Bright Dipa. 




Darkness 


You, the other me, and I, 

Walking away angrily into the darkness 
Becoming lost again; 

Fearful thoughts trouble us. 

When we return 

Who will wash away the darkness 
Engulfing us now. 




The Noisy Birds 


The birds on the tree 
They are a noisy lot, 

They talk as though 
They are friends and foes. 

Pay heed my friend 
To their chirps and notes 
Their speech is truth 
As does God dictates. 


My Love Exposed 


To her I give 
My love 
If she accepts 
She stands to gain 
The pleasures 
I alone can give 
I shall cover her 
With my love 
If she does not 
She will still know 
I am here 
Who loves her 


A lot more. 




Attitude 


And, 

He thought he had won the endless game, 
The game of chess we began long ago 
On the west bank of the river Godavari 
At the point, it poured into the Bay of Bengal, 
He had captured the central pawn. 

And in a way neutralized the Queen's Gambit, 
He forgot an opening move does not always 
Decide the outcome of any game. 

He had yet a lot more to learn. 

And on my part, 

I watched the great river rapidly flow. 
Towards the turbulent sea and lose itself. 
Praying for the same kind of end for me, 

I folded in three all of my unseen dreams. 
Closing my ears tight, I shut out all sounds, 

I saw my friend loudly celebrate his win, 

I did not share his false belief, 

I folded the chessboard for its safekeeping. 
There were no fresh challenges to meet. 




Happiness 


I have lost my happiness. 

I was holding it in my palm, 

Close to my chest 
Close to my heart 
The safest place I could imagine, 

But it quietly slipped. 

Through my fingers and vanished; 

It has left no trace. 

What am I to do now? 

I do not want to be unhappy. 

And burden my life. 

Already I miss the pleasant feel. 

The naughty tingle 

That filled my body head to toe. 

I will soon forget to smile, 

I may not again hear the sound of my laughter, 

I could even lose the sparkle that lights up my eyes; 
The colours of joy, I do not see. 

I have scratched the earth and probed my mind. 
There is no sign of my happiness, 

I cannot mourn its loss, 

I had promised never to shed my tears. 

O My happiness, do not forsake me 




Please come back to me. 



Her Way 


I heard her complain about me, 

To her pet parrot, 

She said, 

I had ignored her all day long 
As though she did not exist. 

That 

No longer did I find her interesting 
What she said she intended me to hear 
And I did. 

I did not utter a word, 

I showed her the lines I just wrote. 

As are before you. 

For a moment, she raised her eyes. 

And looked at me 

Then moved towards the kitchen. 

A tease she is 
I could read in her eyes. 

I let her have her way. 




The Search 


I died an hour ago 

It was a painful experience; 

Soon I was beyond the clouds, 

In a room filled with items made of 
Gold, silver, gems, ivory and silk. 

I heard a voice asking me to choose a few. 
For my keeping, 

I let out a loud laugh. 

I did not possess any such riches. 

While I was alive; 

Now that I am dead 

What would I do with this kind of wealth? 

I extended my hand and began. 

To look for the thing, I wanted. 

The thing, I most needed. 

The same voice asked me again - 
'What are you looking for?' 

I could not see the person who spoke. 

'The inner peace I threw away. 

The moment I first opened my eyes 
To view my world. 

You don't have it, I suppose.' 

I asked. 

There was no reply. 




Search The Beginning 


I walked down to the beach 
To see the tide turn seawards 
Nothing was amiss 
It was all quietly done, 

There was no exceptional, 

Slap or roar of the waves. 

The receding waters left a stink. 

That would soon fade. 

Half expecting 

Someone to emerge from the sea, 

I sat on the protective wall. 

Munching roasted groundnuts; 

Faraway, I could see two catamarans. 

Lower their sails. 

I have come to the beach to unlearn the lessons, 
I had learnt in haste, 

I want to see the proverbial darkness. 

That should be different from the darkness. 

Of the darkest nights; 

I shall stay at the beach till nightfall. 

Darkness is the real beginning. 




One-sided Love 


I did not see you 

At the Beach this morning 

You did not come. 

In wait for you, 

For a very long while 
I drew patterns on the sand. 

Perhaps, I was too late. 

And you had already left. 

Not aware of me. 

I shall be at the Beach 
At break of dawn each day 
I cannot miss you then. 

You do not know 
When I will tell 
I am in love with you. 


Favour 


He did me a favour, 

He did not seek my thoughts 
That I hid from him 
For fear, he would amend them 
To change me. 




